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civil rights addressed to Robert Hutchins, 
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America" and to the Hennings Committee investi- 
gating Constitutional Liberties for the United 
States Senate. This article will detail the 
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liberty and the pursuit of happiness." 
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“a mystic bond 
of brotherhood 
makes all men one.” 
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ape HOMOSEXUALS ny risks ? 


by marlin prentiss 


The answer is yes—to exactly the 
same extent that any individual with 
a secret that he does not wish to be 
made public: is a security risk. It is 
the fact that, by this criterion, very 
neatly the entire population could 
legitimately be classed as “security 
risks,” that makes the recent whole- 
sale dismissal of homosexuals from 
government jobs such a travesty. 

According to the executive order 
of 1953, “any facts which furnish 
reason to believe that the individual 
may be subjected to coercion, in- 
fluence or pressure which may cause 
him to act contrary to the best in- 
terests of the national security” con- 
stitutes legitimate grounds for des- 
ignating an individual a “security 
risk” and denying him federal em- 
ployment or admission into the 
armed forces. If this criterion were 
followed to the letter, government 
offices the country over would be as 
deserted as a graveyard at midnight 
and we would be fortunate indeed if 
our armed forces consisted of two 
platoons. 

For where among us breathes there 
a man—or woman—who does not 
have his own personal Achilles heel 
—his own private skeleton in the 
closet? Is there a human being alive 
who might not be “subjected to co- 
ercion, influence or pressure which 
may cause him to act contrary to the 
best interests of the na ational secur- 
ity” if said pressure (of which there 
ate a thousand kinds besides black- 
mail) were applied in the right : spot? 
Anyone “ may be subjected to” coer- 
cion, influence or pressure, but who 
can possibly predict which individ- 
uals would betray their country be- 
cause of it and which would not? 
Certainly not all of them would! 


Yet this is exactly what the govern- 
ment is implying with its arbitrary 
dismissal of all homosexuals. If this 
policy were followed to its logical 
conclusion, all persons who secretly 
indulge in unorthodox, unconven- 
tional and illegal heterosexual re- 
lationships (certainly a thousand 
times more numerous than homosex- 
uals) would likewise be discharged 
in wholesale lots. But as yet I have 
seen no reports that this is being 
done, although, under the terms of 
the executive order, it could, and 
should be done. The inference of the 
government’s action in this respect 
is that the homosexual would be 
more likely to sell out his country to 
protect his “reputation” than would 
the heterosexual. This assumption is 
sheer nonsense. In fact, it is more 
likely to be quite the reverse, for 
the average heterosexual has far 
more to lose than the average homo- 
sexual, and it is a well known fact 
that an individual’s vulnerability to 
blackmail rises in direct proportion 
to what he stands to lose under the 
blackmailer’s terms. 

Still further evidence of the mud- 
dled thinking behind the homosex- 
ual “purge” is the fact that, even 
under the terms of the executive or- 
der, the homosexual is a security 
risk only so long as his homosex- 
uality is unknown. As soon as it is 
known—as it must be before he can 
be dismissed because of it—the black- 
mailer no longer has a weapon to 
use against him. So, at the time a 
homosexual is discharged, the reason 
for doing so no longer exists. But, 
by carrying out in fact the penalties 
which an enemy agent could only 
threaten, the government itself is 
supplying the Communist agents 
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with their most lethal ammunition 
to use against the only real security 
risks in government jobs — those 
whose secrets remain undiscovered. 
For the most powerful weapon in 
the hands of a blackmailer is the 
threat of loss of livelihood, or the 
destruction of a hard-won career. If 
the homosexual—or the heterosex- 
ual, for that matter—knew that he 
would not lose his job because of 
his sex practices (a ludicrous reason 
to begin with), the enemy agent 
bent on blackmail would have very 
little power over him, certainly not 
enough to force him to betray his 
country. 

Conspicuously absent among the 
“facts” which supposedly render a 
man unfit to work for his govern- 
ment are the character defects truly 
dangerous to the national security— 
greed, avarice, fanaticism, stupidity, 
gullibility, bitterness, hatred, spine- 
lessness and cowardice. The govern- 
ment has been so preoccupied with 
its blackmail fetish that it seems to 
have forgotten that there are count- 
less other—and simpler—forms of 
coercion, influence and pressure at 
the disposal of Communist agents, 
and that there is hardly a man alive 
who would not be vulnerable to one 
of them. And ir is just as problem- 
atical whether a man would betray 
his country if subjected to any one 
of the others as it is whether he 
would betray his country if subject- 
ed to blackmail. Yet only the homo- 
sexual has been the victim of a 
wholesale purge. 

It is not difficult to fathom why 
this is so, for whenever a country— 
any country— begins to beat the 
“national security” drums in peace- 
time, some minority group must be 
found to be the scapegoat. There 
must be some group, class, race, 
creed or culture upon which to heap 
the blame for all the evils which sup- 
posedly exist within that country. In 
this country it was a little more dif- 
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ficult to find such a group than it 
was in say, Nazi Germany, for in 
this era of “social enlightenment,” 
persecution of any of the usual “fall- 
guy” minorities would have raised 
a storm of reaction such as few poli- 
ticians would care to face. But the 
homosexual minority was made to 
order for the role, for under exist- 
ing laws its members were classed 
as “criminals” to begin with, they 
existed in sufficient numbers to make 
satisfactory headlines, and social 
prejudice was such that no one 
would dream of protesting in their 
behalf. In the eyes of the voting 
poblie the tag “homosexual” would 
e enough to condemn them of 
every crime in the book, Communism 
included. 

Subsequent events have proven 
this to be the case. For while the so- 
called “loyalty hearings” have raised 
howls of righteous indignation from 
Americans everywhere when a gen- 
eral was treated impolitely and peo- 
ple were held accountable now for 
Communist activities and affiliations 
in the past, when citizens were held 
responsible (and punished) for the 
sins—and_ nationalities—of relatives 
and friends over whom they had no 
conceivable control, I have yet to 
hear one voice raised in protest 
against the infamous blanket dis- 
missal of homosexuals from govern- 
ment jobs without a public hearing. 
In this instance, even Senator Mc- 
Carthy’s severest critics seem to be 
solidly behind him, for there has 
been no criticism of “dictator meth- 
ods,” “guilt by association,” “trial 
by accusation” and “infringement on 
civil liberties” when applied to the 
homosexual minority. 

That the whole “loyalty program” 
is an appalling infringement on the 
civil liberties of a supposedly free 
people is self-evident. It is the first 
time in history that Americans have 
been presumed guilty until proven 
innocent and convicted on the basis 





of an anonymous accusation without 
even the opportunity to face their 
accusers dod defend themselves. Sup- 
porters of the program answer all 
criticism with one statement: “Na- 
tional security takes precedence over 
the rights of the individual.” Few 
will dispute that—up to a point. But 
the rights of the individual must be 
protected if we are not to become a 
police state such as we fought a war 
to obliterate in Nazi Germany and 
claim to deplore in Soviet Russia. 
Their policies of individual subser- 
vience to the State and their systems 
of internal espionage and arbitrary 
judgments — neighbors and friends 
spying and informing on each other, 
government officials snooping into 
the personal lives of citizens and 
compiling dossiers on each one, wire- 


tapping, eavesdropping, arbitrary dis- 
missal and arrest with no recourse, 
persecution of minority groups — 
were set up in the name of “national 
security,” too. Aren’t all these in- 
tolerable practices becoming a little 
too commonplace here? Of what 
value is national security if we our- 
selves adopt and employ the very 
evils from which we are supposedly 
striving to keep our nation secure? 


History has proven that civil liber- 
ties once lost are seldom regained, 
and unless a line is drawn some- 
where in the present “the end justi- 
fies the means” philosophy of the 
party in power, our treasured gov- 
ernment “of the people, by the peo- 
ple and for the people” is well on 
its way to perishing from the earth. 


INTERNATIONAL 


News from other countries; trans- 
lations and selections from homo- 
file magazines abroad. 


(These notes on Israel were sent to us by a resident of that state while those about India and 
Ceylon were supplied by a correspondent who was, for years, resident in those countries but 


who is now living in the United States). 


ISRAEL 


Many people believe that Israel 
is like the Orient in its reception of 
the homosexual. In some respects 
the Orient and East Asia are ideal for 
the gay element. Nothing is less diffi- 
cult in Istambul, in Algiers, in Casa- 
blanca or in Cairo than to make a 
friendly acquaintance by a quite ob- 
vious approach—and to know at the 
same time that you do so without 
danger. At times, it is true, one must 
pay for his amusement but it is also 
possible to find a lasting friendship 
of more permanent worth. 

In this way conditions in Israel are 
very similar to those of the Orient. 
The country is populated by a remark- 
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able mixture of people—many from 
other places. Its atmosphere is thus 
cosmopolitan as one might expect. 
However, the culture of Israel is more 
Occidental than Oriental and in some 
ways much like that of the states of 
Europe. 

The laws are very mild against the 
homosexual—one could say they 
hardly exist at all. Of course, if a 
case were to arise involving a minor, 
such as a boy of thirteen, both parties 
would be brought to trial. 

Except for imports from Europe, 
there are not many homosexuals living 
in Israel, For this reason, bars and 
clubs, exclusively for the gay, cannot 
exist. What happens in practice is 
that most natives are either hetero- 
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sexual, without taking the matter 
seriously or bi-sexual; but few are 
what could be called ‘‘pure’’ homo- 
sexuals. Of course the younger set 
know all about “the question'’ and 
play along with it. No one is openly 
hostile, unpleasant or upsetting. On 
the contrary... 

At the same time there are those 
living in Israel—a ring of people who 
come from the Orient: from India, 
Iran, Lybia, Africa, etc. These persons 
are Jews but in their natures are like 
Orientals; they are the Moslems. For 
the Moslem there is a law; and this 
law states that before his marriage 
he may not go with women. But the 
Koran does not mention that a young 
bachelor may not go with a boy. So 
this is quite simply why many of the 
young unmarried Moslems like to be 
together with boys—and often later, 
after they are married. 

In contrast to the Oriental-Jew-Mos- 
lem mentioned above, the Oriental- 
Jew may start very young to enjoy the 
pleasures of both men and women 
until the time of his marriage. 

Among the soldiers and oftener 
among the unemployed men there 
exists a limited form of prostitution. 
But it is of little significance. This 
easy state of affairs in Israel might 
well be brought about by the genu- 
ine independence of the women. 
They are frequently found active in 
business, teaching and vigorously 
practicing law; many are even to be 
found in construction work and gov- 
ernment planning. One often sees 
the lesbian type in Israel, but one 
seldom sees a lesbian. This, instead, 
is just their manner of behavior. 

Another reason for the unconcern 
and acceptance of homosexuality in 
Israel is the very basic fact of there 
being more men about than women. 
Situations of long standing between 
two men occur seldom for all of the 
customary reasons. And further, Israel 
is a very small country, and the peo- 
ple love to gossip as they do every- 
where. 

R. H. Stuart 


INDIA and CEYLON 


In India the interpretation of the 
law is not made by personal and 
erratic opinions of judges, but is 
based on a Penal Code, available in 
printed form. According to this Code 
(largely due to Macaulay, incidentally) 
no form of homosexuality is per se 
punishable except sodomy: that is 
to say, provided no other offense is 
involved such as abduction of a 
minor, breach of public decency, etc. 
The Ceylon Penal Code is based on 
that of India in this respect. Inciden- 
tally, in Buddhism, the dominant reli- 
gion in Ceylon, homosexual inter- 
course is not regarded as a breach 
of the Precepts which a good Buddhist 
should observe, -but only “improper 
intercourse with the opposite sex,"’ as 
for example adultery, intercourse 
with minors. And in Hinduism even 
sodomy is regarded as a minor sin, 
ranking with insulting a Brahmin. 

In both countries, homosexuality is 
very much a part of the national 
mores, though it is more a matter of 
homosexual practices than of real 
homosexual inclinations: it would be 
more apt to say that the younger men 
are ‘'sexual'' rather than homo or 
heterosexual. The effeminate type of 
homosexual is very rarely met with, 
but few men under thirty seem averse 
to, at any rate, occasional homosexual 
practices. Prostitution is comparatively 
rare, thanks to this abundance of 
enthusiastic amateurs, although boys 
do frequent certain well-known areas 
of the larger cities on the look out 
for custom, and in India massage 
boys carrying flasks of oil are often 
seen in railway stations and in parks, 
and although they are very competent 
masseurs they practically always will 
readily extend their services in any 
way desired. 

In India, sodomy is perhaps the 
most usual practice: in Ceylon, on the 
other hand, intercourse is almost al- 
ways inter-femoral, and sodomy is 
generally disliked. Fellatio is com- 
paratively rare in both countries. 





ANTONIO DEI NARNI by Donatello, Florence, Museo Nazionale 


In the revival of classical literature animating the Italian Renaissance, the works of Plato were 
the most important influence. Of these the Symposium and the Phaedrus were perhaps the 
most popular, permeating the art and thought of the period. 


From the Phaedrus derives the image of love, a charioteer with the two steeds or aspects 
of passion: the rearing violence of the carnal in control of the intellectual, By this Dona 
tello transforms a portrait of an individual young man of the Renaissance into a poetic 
symbol of homosexual Jove. 
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tangents 


news & views 


BALTIMORE, Aug. Ist: Robert Buff- 
myre, age 29, found dead after room- 
mate, John Styles, told police he'd 
“strangled his lover'’ in quarrel over 
men Buffmyre brought home. 

Oct. 2nd: Police raid Pepper Hill 
Club on Gay St., arresting 162. Police 
cars and wagons made 24 trips to 
station less than block away. Those 
refusing or unable to post $26.45 
(costs for disorderly conduct book- 
ing) spent the night. 23 failing to 
appear next day forfeited collateral. 

Police had trouble controlling 
crowd in court and Magistrate Cardin 
threatened contempt action. Vice 
Squad Sgt. Goldstein, who led raid, 
said, ‘These people seem to regard 
this whole incident as a great big 
joke."' Said he'd gone to club, after 
discussing conditions with superiors, 
found it overcrowded and uncon- 
trolled by management, and found 
evidence of homosexuality—at which 
point he'd called for help and ar- 
rested everyone in sight. Five per- 
sons convicted, fined $50 each, dis- 
orderly conduct. Charges against all 
others, including owners, dismissed. 
Goldstein complained of dismissals. 
Added most of those arrested were 
from Washington, D. C., where cops 
were making it hot, causing homo- 
sexuals to ‘‘glide into Baltimore." 
Fireman Zorn threatened fines against 
Pepper Hill. 


by dal mcintire 


Acting police head Lusby ques- 
tioned mass arrest, as against policy. 
Legislator Jerome Robinson, who has 
dealt with mental health problems, 
criticized Goldstein, decried mass 
raids and urged other means to deal 
with homosexuals in public. 

Pepper Hill mentioned next day in 
Styles-Buffmyre murder trial, as place 
they'd met, and where Buffmyre met 
other men. Judge Moser, sentencing 
Styles to 10 years, commented on 
hopelessness of such cases, but know- 
ing no other way to protect majority, 
said he was not suggesting law be 
changed. 

What prompted the raid? Police 
Commissioner Hepbron and Chief In- 
spector Ford were out of town, and 
Lusby seemed taken by surprise. Did 
Goldstein pull it on his own? October 
was a rough month for Baltimore cops, 
with both city and county grand 
juries breathing down their necks and 
Hepbron (newly appointed by GOP 
Governor in Democratic city) also 
investigating and shaking up depart- 
ment, to annoyance of other officials. 
Hepbron abolished vice squad, later 
transferred many ex-vicers to uniform 
division, imported agents, gave warn- 
ing to police who “had not discov- 
ered what they reasonably should 
have discovered."’ Jurors questioned 
former vice-cop about payoffs from 
gamblers and indicted 3 officers for 
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extortion, malfeasance and bribery 
(one said no policeman could get 
fair trial in Baltimore) and also indicted 
three persons as operators of Pepper 
Hill for “purpose of lewdness and 
assignation and as a _ disorderly 
house."’ Much fuss about raw night 
spots in ‘‘The Block.” 

Well publicized gambling raids 
staged by city, county and state po- 
lice, acting in jealous competition, 
turned up big business and heavy 
pay off charges. Top gambling figure 
murdered soon after arrest. 

. 20-yr.-old Negro fined $10, 
ordered out of town for behaving 
“like a girl” . . . elderly man admits 
defrauding widows . two other 
cops on theft charge . . . repairman 
got 5 years for molesting . . . youth 
charged with molesting girl he res- 
cued from younger attackers nas 
high school boy beaten by bullies 
demanding ‘‘protection money” 
doctor freed on charge of carnal 
knowledge of girl patient . . . John 
David Provoo freed after treason con- 
viction reversed due to improper 
questioning on homosexuality and 
lengthy imprisonment before being 
tried... 

Liquor Board set new regulations 
requiring all entertainers and em- 
ployees in clubs to get I.D. cards from 
police, with name, address, photo and 
fingerprints, to be kept in establish- 
ment always accessible to police. 
Grand jury urged board to police. 
employment of persons previously 
convicted of felony, pandering, ho- 
mosexuality, etc. Legislator Culotta 
called ‘‘mugging” rule unconstitution- 
al and 150 tavern owners filed in- 
junction suit against it. American Guild 
of Variety Artists said it will withhold 
other performers in case members are 
let off for reasons not in contracts... 

Nov. 23rd: Pepper Hill case in 
court; police get setback. After testi- 
fying about hugging and kissing, pre- 
viously warning owners, and manne- 
quin legs, with panties, hung from 


ceiling, cops were sharply reprimand- 
ed by Judge Cullen for manner of 
raid. Hepborn and Balt. SUN editorial 
echoed court's censure, saying such 
mass raids improper and negated 
charges in this case, though individ- 
ual cases of disorderly conduct re- 
main within purview of police . . . 
This sounds like story to be con- 
tinued ... 


PENNSYLVANIA... 

PHILADELPHIA: Evening BULLETIN 
attacks delay on bill to modernize 
corrupt running of state ‘snake pits" 

. . 98 persons arrested in dope 
dragnel. Rookie cop fired for tipping 
off certain peddlers . . . Republican 
candidate (defeated) for mayor 
charged incumbents falsified police 
records to make things look good... 
Sailor tried for 1953 killing of Philly 
lawyer on testimony of ex-room- 
mate... 

Philly Police Book sez: ‘‘THE MOR- 
ALS SQUAD: Members of this unit 
are specially trained in handling sex 
offenders. They employ approved 
techniques designed to give the mini- 
mum of embarrassment to victims and 
sympathetic approach to the problem 
of offenders. The high incidence of 
sexual deviation in modern America 
requires that this type of offense be 
treated for what it is, a psychiatric as 
well as a criminal problem.''—sounds 
almost nice... 

PITTSBURGH: Weekend morals 
dragnet gets 150 on drunk and vag. 
Old man confesses molesting little 
girls, tries to hang self . . . Two boys 
accuse older man of sodomy... Man 
claims being beaten (and warned to 
keep quiet) by police hunting a moles- 
ter . . . Dist. Atty. Malone fights com- 
mutation appeals of gangster and 6 
morals offenders (one, age 75, has 
served 4 years for sodomy) . . . Hearst 
SUN-TELEGRAPH series calls for clean- 
up of newsstand smut, citing state laws 
($500 and/or year for publishing, 
selling or displaying) . ... Police and 





schools stage 3-week program, with 
150,000 pamphlets warning children 
against molesters Storm over 
Morganza, juvenile detention school; 
charges of mismanagement, cruelty 
and sexual irregularities, during which 
Jaycee official urged looking at good 
side of things there Charges 
brought against Patrolman Alan Tan- 
ser (convicted perjurer in case awhile 
back against Pittsburgh's corrupt vice 
squad) for beating motorist. Tanser 
and two others (all still on force) from 
ex-vice squad appealing convictions to 
State Superior Court. 


CALIFORNIA... 

Six West L. A. Cops (one in vice 
squad) charged with burglary and 
dope. Others questioned . . . State 
Supreme Court okays firing, sans hear- 
ing, of teacher convicted on sex 
charge . . . Sheriff's agent, hired to 
study Santa Clara County jail from 
inside, reported heavy homo activity, 
gambling, thievery, filth, racial ten- 
sion... Cal. Liquor Director revoked 
TOMMY 'S PLACE license in Frisco. . . 
Board of Education there ruled lunch- 
room run by sex-offender off-limits 
to students . . . Earl McLane, L. A. 
elevator operator, after long search, 
got surgery in Mexico, making him 
physically the woman she feels she's 
always been spiritually, and L. A. Su- 
perior Court changed name to Miss 
Dixie McLane. Needs final operation 
. . » Menlo Park high schooler nabbed 
as distributor in lucrative smut-film 
biz . . . Southern Baptists meeting in 
Long Beach hit obscene lit. . . . Pro- 
vost of UC's Santa Barbara campus 
arrested on morals charge in NYC, 
acquitted after trial... 


MIAMI... 

Year of police scandals here, too, 
with motorcycle officer accused of 
masterminding robberies, and wide 
charges of ‘‘protection"’ for gamblers. 
Ammunition for Mayor Aronovitz's 
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long feud with Police Chief, who said 
Civil Service hamstrings him from 
choosing his men . . . City Fathers 
recommend minimum 30-day sen- 
tences for third-timers on gambling, 
liquor or sex offenses. Candidates in 
city election quizzed at Unitarian 
Church forum on proposed ordinance 
by which sex offenders (how de- 
fined?) could be committed indef- 
initely for treatment... 

Mayor retired to bed after heart 
attack; back month later to appear be- 
fore Kefauver's barnstorming Delin- 
quency Subcommittee urging amend- 
ment of white slavery law to include 
homosexuals. Attacking Police Chief, 
he referred to ‘‘statements’’ which 
“appear in pervert magazines, pub- 
lished by perverts, which act as an 
invitation to bring them to us in whole- 
sale lots.'' Also referred to licensed 
lounging rooms, permitted to operate 
till 5 a.m., where Miami youth meet 
deviates “in plush parlors with lace 
curtains."' (Now who's advertising?) 
Feeling faint, he had an aide finish 
his report... 

Printing plant of MIAMI LIFE, spicy- 
type weekly paper that flays right and 
left at Sheriff Kelly, gambling, school 
integration, etc., ripped by dynamite 
. » » Man (21) charged in sex act with 
two boys (16) . . . Sailor charged with 
indecent exposure . . . Frank Moors, 
after arrest with another man, named 
several men in similar acts, including 
two Hollywood, Fla., policemen. 
Moors got long probation for turn- 
ing states evidence. One policeman in 
jail; other waiting trial. 


ODD BITS... 

Heinz Linge, Hitler's valet, released 
from Russ prisons, denies Feuhrer was 
sexually abnormal, sez Adolf liked 
girlie shows and loved Eva. That's a 
relief . . . Scandal sheets sniping at 
Babs Hutton's latest match, with one- 
time tennis great, Baron von Cramm, 
briefly imprisoned on homosexual 
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charge by Nazis in 1938 after dis- 
respect to Hitler . . . Winchell sez: 
Recently deceased world-famed au- 
thor left grant in will to blackmailer 
who threatened to reveal ‘sins of 
kin"’ . . . Note daring treatment of un- 
usual love triangle in James Dean's 
REBEL WITHOUT A CAUSE... . Judge 
Walter Stump of Auburn, Indiana, 
committed man charged with sodomy 
to state institution, until cured .. . 
Kinsey in Norway, studying ‘‘more 
realistic’ sex laws . . . Post Office 
often bans obscenity. Now they hit 
comic failing to deliver hot stuff as 


advertised . . . DAILY VARIETY notes 
new fad among showbiz males, in 
evidence at Friars' tribute to Sammy 
Davis, Jr.: greeting not with hand- 
shake, but with kiss . . . Bennett Cerf 
in Sat. Review quoted designer of 
spicy desk blotters as saying many 
pics of “scantily draped hussies"’ are 
drawn partly from male models. ‘Men 
generally have thinner ankles, better 
shape at the calves, and far trimmer 
thighs than women, with just the lines 
makers of calendars and blotters crave 
on their products."’ Cited legs of sev- 
eral male movie stars as proof... 


UU versity' wedértaker 
mental health research 


A special appropriation of $175,000 by the State 
Legislature has enabled the University to establish a 
Mental Health Research Institute, whose staff will 
“seek explanations and causes” in the general field 
of mental health rather than methods of treating 
specific emotional diseases. 

The new Institute adds another facility to the 
University’s tremendous resources for work in the 
field of human behavior. At the end of the summer, 
allocation of a grant of $220,250 from the Ford 
Foundation to the University for a half-dozen studies 
in the behavioral sciences was announced. Soon to 
be opened is the new Children’s Psychiatric Hos- 
pital, which will, of course, be a highly specialized 
treatment center. 

Purpose of the Mental Health Institute, however, 
is to discover general theories and laws governing 
human behavior. It is headed by Dr. James G. Miller, 
a psychiatrist and former chairman of the University 
of Chicago Department of Psychology. 

The new research unit will be a part of the Uni- 
versity’s Neuropsychiatric Institute, and will use 
research efforts by physicians, biologists, and social 
scientists as well as psychiatrists and psychologists. 


* University of Michigan, Ann Arbor. 





Caesar Genaro, wealthy gentleman 
of Spain, had, aside from his strange 
devotion to diving and the sea, one 
passion—the past. He delighted in re- 
covering from sunken ships various 
and beautiful antiques to adorn the 
cabins of his boat, and his life was 
spent more in dreams than in reality. 
He lived in a fanciful world of his 
own, one of seventeenth century 
Spain with its chivalry and laces, 
gtaceful galleons and beautiful dark 
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men. But all this Ben learned much 
later. 

Ben first met Genaro on Haiti in 
the spring of 1950 where he, about 
to dive for sunken gold north of the 
island, had put in for supplies. He 
had a pleasant smile, and his teeth 
were very white as he said, “How 
do you do,” in a very precise English. 
One was struck at once by the black 
hair worn long to the shoulder, fine 
eyes only faintly shifty, good nose, 
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full lips and a handsome jaw. It was 
strange to see a man wearing his 
hair so long. 

Ben remembered how Genaro took 
his fancy at once. There seemed a 
touch of romance in him; something 
unusual that appealed to Ben’s youth. 
They rapidly became friends, for there 
was between them the strong bond 
of the sea; and when he discovered 
that Ben needed money and had done 
some diving, he offered to take him 
along on his boat. Ben was happy 
to accept, and he moved his things on 
board that evening. 

Ben found the boat to be a splen- 
did, hundred-foot diesel yacht man- 
ned by Japanese, and equipped with 
full diving apparatus. Genaro oc- 
cupied two large cabins at the fore 
end of the yacht, and stepping from 
the deck into his rooms was like 
slipping backwards in time. One cabin 
was filled almost entirely by a magni- 
ficent, carved bedstead with a railing 
around it and with crimson curtains 
of velvet upon which Apollo was em- 
broidered in gold. Two massive chests 
stood in one corner clamped by iron 
bands and with elaborate complex 
locks. Scattered about were pale-violet 
vases decorated with silver and gold, 
figure subjects in porcelain of minute 
delicacy, and curiously shaped pottery 
painted with nude hunting scenes 
and highly colored exotic men. 

The other chamber was filled with 
antique, heavy armed chairs elaborate- 
ly carved and cushioned with velvet 
and silk, A silver-mounted ram's head 
serving as a large snuff box rested on 
a harpsichord with a double keyboard. 
There was no electricity. Pale candles 
burned on oval tables with gracefully 
twisted legs, and on the walls hung 
rare paintings and old tapestries woven 
from designs of Goya, whose rich, 
warm colors sifted the candlelight and 
added to the mysterious shadows of 
this sanctuary of the past. 

The celebrated trade winds of the 
Caribbean had ceased to blow, and a 


hush hung over the island as they 
sailed the next morning. The wood 
doves sang sadly in the turpentine 
trees and the harbor was glassy and 
becalmed. 

Genaro showed Ben a map where 
fifteen Spanish galleons carrying a 
cargo of raw gold had been wrecked 
by a tropical hurricane in 1643. The 
galleons had come to grief near a neck- 
lace of atolls about thirty-five miles 
north of Haiti. Caught in the hurri- 
cane, they had scurried for the pro- 
tection of what seemed to be a shel- 
tered shore, but which was a bank 
of shoals, and had been wrecked. The 
spot is well known but attempts to 
recover the treasure had not been 
successful. The place is deep and there 
are sharks. 

They arrived at the atolls towards 
afternoon and slowly maneuvered over 
the area. The anchor plowed into 
the sea, and they made Genaro ready 
for the first dive, Ben had a last word 
with him, then he stepped off the 
ladder and disappeared in an erup- 
tion of bubbles. 

There was no sound, only the soft 
“tunk tunk” of the air compressor 
pumping air into Genaro’s helmet 
descending somewhere below. The 
Japanese sailors crouched on their 
heels watching Genaro’s lines; their 
faces expressionless. After a time, 
Genaro called on the phone. His 
voice, hollow and vibrating, seemed 
to come from a great distance. He 
had found a hull, had almost dropped 
right on one. The water was deep. 
He did not stay down long. Greatly 
delighted over his find, he planned 
to go down the next day and break 
into the ship. He was sure it was 
a galleon. 

What Genaro was going to do was 
hazardous, for wrecks are rotted and 
may collapse under a kick or push. 
The depth of the water made it diffi- 
cult for him to work, Tricky cur- 
rents in the water could sweep a 
diver to his death. And there were 





always the sharks. 

The next morning the sky was dirty 
grey and the sea rough, but the:after- 
noon was calm. The wind had dropped 
and the clouds had blown away. 
Armed with a huge hammer and a 
crowbar, Genaro prepared to go down 
and search the wreck. 

Ben put on Genaro’s helmet, and 
he stepped off and disappeared. Ben 
kept his ear to the phone until Genaro 
called to say that he had reached bot- 
tom. Fifteen minutes later, he called 
to report that he was within the vessel 
looking around. After that Ben heard 
no more from the bottom of the sea. 

Time moved slowly; an hour had 
passed. Another half hour labored 
by. There was no way of telling if 
he had gotten into trouble. Once 
again Ben called, Noanswer. Hecalled 
again, Then again. Then again. Fi- 
nally, his voice came to Ben faintly, 
as from a great distance, saying to 
leave him alone. Ben cursed softly. 
His attachment for Genaro was some- 
thing now much more than friendship 
and his stomach, knotted and anxious, 
showed him that Genaro was very 
close to him. Genaro was staying 
down too long for that depth! The 
Japanese looked at him anxiously, 
waiting to pull him up. Ben shrugged. 
What could he do? He couldn't pull 
him up through the wreck. 

A horrid stillness hung over the 
craft, and the sun burned hot across 
the yellow sky, Ben was tired from 
pacing the deck, and hoarse from yell- 
ing down the phone. Just when he 
decided to go after him, Genaro sig- 
naled; and they pulled him up as 
fast as they could. By the time Ge- 
naro poked his iron head into the sun- 
light, he was nearly unconscious. 

Ben took him aboard and carried 
him into the decompressing chamber, 
for he had come up too swiftly. The 
man he was carrying was sick and 
deathly pale. Ben rubbed him down 
and put him to bed. He was half de- 
lirious and mumbling unintelligibly. 
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He tossed restlessly for hours, but to- 
wards morning he quieted down and 
slept. 

Ben was tired and irritable, and had 
a headache. He didn’t try to think. 
He went to Genaro’s cabin, and wan- 
dered to the window. A wind had be- 
gun to blow, chill and damp, and it 
was raining. 


They awoke late next morning. They 
had not slept well, and the head- 
ache still continued with ever-ceaseless 
throbbing. Ben dashed some water on 
his face and went below for some 
breakfast. While he was eating, the 
Japanese cabin boy told him that Ge- 
naro was going down to the galleon. 
Ben finished quickly and went up to 
the deck. 

The Spaniard was strangely differ- 
ent. It was as if his innermost being 
had been submitted to some uncanny 
transformation. Of Genaro, as Ben had 
begun to really know him, only the 
outer shell was left; and even his 
countenance and manner had changed. 

Ben argued with him, for he was 
in no condition to go down, but he 
was resolute. When Ben asked him 
what he had found, he was silent. Then 
Genaro said quietly that there was 
no gold in the galleon. Ben suggested 
that they move on to another spot, 
but the Spaniard only shook his head 
sadly with an indefinable, faint ex- 
pression on his lips, something stealthy 
—a smile yet not a smile—Ben remem- 
bered it but couldn’t explain it. He 
began getting into his diving suit. 

They re-enacted the drama again 
that day. Genaro stayed down for 
hours, refusing even to keep in touch 
with Ben by phone. When he came 
up at last, pale, drawn, bleeding at 
the nose, he only glowered in mys- 
terious silence. 

As the days passed he became even 
more unrecognizable. He could not 
remain still for a minute and moved 
about his cabin in short, jerky steps 





iyi UT | OCU CU OC CU CC 


picking up one thing after another, 
then quickly laying it down to move 
somewhere else. Occasionally he would 
shake his head dumbly and look at 
Ben hopelessly. But he wouldn't speak, 
and Ben sat there feeling useless and 
not able to help. It was obvious that 
he was in the grip of some powerful 
emotion struggling to find expression, 
but somehow he couldn't get it out, 
and it was slowly killing him. Ben 
recognized the fact that he could not 
help Genaro any longer. 

Genaro pressed his forehead on one 
knee, then on the other, meanwhile 
emitting little gasps, and his hands 
clutched together till the knuckles 
showed white. Or he would fling him- 
self on the huge bed, bury his face in 
the pillow, and beat the mattress slow- 
ly, steadily. Finally, he would end up 
by going down to the galleon again. 
He lost weight steadily. 

Soon he became impossible to live 
with. He began locking himself up 
alone in his rooms and would see no 
one. He took his meals alone. Wild- 
eyed and unpredictable, Genaro shout- 
ed and cursed at anyone who intruded 
into his solitude. At times during 
the hot nights indistinct, despairing 
sounds were heard coming from his 
cabin and sometimes the sound of 
weeping. He spent as much time be- 
neath the sea as he could bear and 
often more than he could bear. It was 
impossible to see what kept the man 
going. But Genaro never gave the 
secret away, and as far as Ben could 
see, he brought nothing up with him 
from the sunken ship. 

With the passage of the days a 
certain disquiet began to invade the 
minds of the crew. The atmosphere 
on the yacht had become charged with 
uneasiness. The Japanese shifted about 
uncomfortably and talked to each other 
in whispers. Ben felt that they had 
begun to doubt Genaro’s sanity. The 
days worn on, and they remained 
where they were, the Spaniard look- 
ing and acting stranger than ever. 


One morning one of the Japanese 
sailors asked to have a talk with Ben. 
He spoke fairly passable English. He 
represented the remainder of the crew. 
He wanted to know why they were 
remaining there. The crew was be- 
coming frightened of Genaro. They 
thought him mad and wished to leave 
the ship. Ben was determined to have 
it out with Genaro. 

That night Ben went to Genaro’'s 
cabin and found him in bed. He was 
calmer than usual now, but looked 
drawn and hollow-eyed. They were 
both quiet and the silence was un- 
comfortable. Genaro made a pitiful 
attempt to smile. Finally, he cleared 
his throat and in a strained, unnatural 
voice asked Ben if he thought him 
mad, Ben found himself, for the very 
first time, acutely embarrassed in his 
presence. He said something about un- 
derstanding and that Genaro should 
not worry. Then Ben told him about 
the crew. He thought for a moment. 
The crew could take the yacht’s cutter 
back to Haiti; Ben could go too if he 
pleased. Genaro told Ben that he 
would stay on alone. 

Somewhere in the room a clock be- 
gan ringing slowly. It was late. The 
final note sounded. At last it stopped 
vibrating, and the room was still once 
again. 

Genaro was weeping softly on the 
bed. Ben turned away with a tighten- 
ing in his breast and his own eyes 
moist. He went up on deck and looked 
at the lopsided moon. The night was 
hot and oppressive. There was no 
breeze. There was a touch of insanity 
in this whole affair. Everything be- 
came uncanny and fateful. 


The next morning the crew left in 
the yacht’s cutter, and the only ones 
who stayed behind besides Genaro and 
Ben were the old Japanese engineer 
and his son. They had been with Ge- 
naro for years and had decided to 
stay. The ship was silent now. 





They all let Genaro alone. 

From then on Ben became a servant 
to this strange affair, helping a man 
descend daily into the deep. As he 
watched him sink down, a chill ran 
up Ben’s spine. There was something 
ominous in the atmosphere. It was 
just as though he had become a part 
of some conspiracy—something quite 
not right. It was no wonder that the 
crew had been terrified. Ben felt the 
same feeling creeping up vu him by 
slow, certain degree. 

The Japanese and Ben were watch- 
ing Genaro’s lines one rainy day. He 
had been down a long time, too long. 
The yacht was as motionless as a city 
for the dead, The rain formed little 
pools on the deck. Time did not move 
at all. 

There came a yank on the air hose, 
then another. Then all at once the 
lines grew taut. The air hose quivered. 
Suddenly it parted and shot to the 
surface, its end squirming about like 
a snake. Ben had the life line in his 
fists, but a moment later it eased off, 
loose in his hands. The end came up, 
shredded and broken. 

Genaro had seven minutes to live. 
The air in his diving dress would last 
that long. Ben had no lines on him 
now. There was no way he could get 
up. 
Ben fought into his diving suit and 
the old engineer put on the helmet. 
He went over so fast that his face- 
plate barely clicked shut before he 
sank under. Ben dropped swiftly and 
prayed that he wouldn't get the bends. 
He held his breath at first, then slow- 
ly inhaled. The air smelled stale like 
that valved from the inside of a foot- 
ball. 

The young boy hit bottom and look- 
ed around, 

He peered through the face-plate of 
his helmet into a blue-green void. 
Everything was very quiet except for 
the soft tunk of the air compressor 
pumping air into the helmet. Sound is 
a dead thing at the bottom of the sea. 


A small fish drifted by, stared through 
the plate of Ben’s helmet into his eyes, 
then turned and swam away. 

Tall grasses waved leisurely in the 
slight current. A silver cloud of min- 
nows drifted by overhead. Before Ben 
stretched a landscape of rugged, black 
rocks amidst a jungle of towering kelp. 
Through the green daylight under the 
sea, he made out a huge, dark thing 
looming out of the near distance—a 
galleon. 

Ben walked forward, pushing against 
the weight of the water. He turned 
on the lamp clipped to his shoulder, 
and it shed daylight all around him. 
He found himself walking on a white, 
sandy floor. 

Reaching the slimy wreck through 
the dim light, Ben made out a black 
hole up on the galleon’s side. He 
shivered and felt hot all at once; 
Genaro must be down in there. As 
quickly as he could, he clambered up 
along the hull, working his way to 
opening and peered down. Inside 
the hull was night, arctic night. 

He crawled into the hole and felt 
his way down. His light gave visibility 
of about thirty feet and showed him 
to be in some kind of passageway lead- 
ing towards the middle of the ship. 
The galleon was half lying on its 
side, tipped to an angle. 

As Ben went on down he thought 
of the things that could have hap- 
pened to Genaro, for it is within the 
wreck that a diver faces his greatest 
perils. Against rotten wooden ails, 
tons of debris may be piled. Suddenly 
it may break through, and he may be 
crushed by an avalanche. And down 
through the holes and recesses of a 
huge wreck move strange and freak- 
ish currents. Waterfalls under the sea 
plunge down in gaping chasms. If a 
diver is swept in, he cannot escape, 
for a sudden descent as little as twenty 
feet, and he is crushed by the pressure. 

Ben hurried along, his torch blaz- 
ing a trail before him. The passage- 
way led him down into the bowels of 
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the ship, down into twisting and 
turning dark corridors. He finally ar- 
rived at a section of the ship that must 
have been living quarters. There was 
little damage here. He turned slowly 
around, flashing his torch in all direc- 
tions; no sign of Genaro. He turned 
off the light and stood in darkness. 
Light filtered through from a partly 
open door of a large cabin, rays from 
Genero’s shoulder lamp. 

Ben pushed his way up to the door 
and shoved on it; it didn’t budge. He 
pushed hard, and slowly it gave and 
he plowed into the room, 

Something happens to thought be- 
neath the sea under great pressure. It 
flits about like a bird; evading the 
mind. Under water a man does things 
cautiously, slowly, and stumblingly; 
the mind blunders, falters and some- 
times goes momentarily blank. 

Through a mental haze Ben stared at 
the scene before him. He struggled to 
collect his thoughts, but the effort to 
think was too burdensome. He stopped 
trying; and merely accepted what he 
saw. 


He had stumbled into a large cabin 
which had been a sleeping room for a 
captain of this galleon in the seven- 
teenth century. Nothing was disturbed. 
The huge bed with its dark curtains 
embroidered with figures on a silver 
background, the massive chests carved 
with arabesques and flowers; even the 
heavily ornamented mirrors were in 


place. In the middle of the room about 
ten feet from Ben, lay Genaro at the 
feet of the captain. 

Within Ben’s mind was a coming- 
ling of absurdity, surprise and be- 
wilderment; a notion of being cap- 
tured by the incredible. Then his 
thoughts returned with a rush and a 
kind of queerness came over him. But 
it was a man! He was the handsomest 
figure Ben had ever seen with ex- 
quisite features, straight in the clas- 
sical manner, and the beautiful brows 
and dark, enormous eyes. His hair 
was dark black and shown in the light 
with curiously blue reflections. His 
shirt had been ripped from his body. 
Currents played on his features caus- 
ing expressions of many moods, and 
his long, slender body floated in an 
attitude of listless and indolent grace. 

Ben didn’t know how long he stood 
there. It took a long time for his brain 
to begin functioning again. He stirred 
as if from a stupor to push his way up 
to Genaro and the Spanish captain. To 
all appearances, the captain was alive; 
his body perfectly preserved for cen- 
turies by the tremendous pressure of 
the deep. At his feet lay Genaro's 
crumpled form. In his hands he still 
held the knife with which he had cut 
through his air hose and ripped his 
diving dress. Genaro’s passion had 
been hopeless from the beginning, 
could never have been fulfilled; and it 
had killed him. 

In the blue-green light of Ben's 
lamp, the smile of the Spanish captain 
seemed suddenly hideous. 
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BOOKS & PUBLICATIONS 


Notices and reviews of books, ar- 
ticles, plays and poetry dealing with 
homosexuality and the sex variant. 
Readers are invited to send in re- 
views or printed matter for review. 


BOOK SERVICE 


THE MISSING MACLEANS by Geoffrey Hoard, Viking.............--..:--:csc-ceceeeeeeeee 3475 
A factual discussion of the diplomats whose disappearance was one of the causes of the 
purging of Homosexuals from international diplomatic circles. 

THE TROUBLED MIDNIGHT by Rodney Garland, Coward-McCann.. 

A novel based on the Maclean case by the author of the very successful THE HEART 
IN EXILE. 

THE OUTER RING by Audrey Lindop, Appleton.........--.-...-scesccccceeeseeeeeeeeeseee Sreste Sot 
An extremely able novelist tells the story of Jeremy Stretton who conquers his homo- 
sexual impulses only when he discovers that even as a homosexual he may be accepted 
as an ordinary human being. 

ONE ARM by Tennessee Williams, New Directions... 

Accepted as classics since their first publication in 19: 
of these scarce stories made available. 

HARD CANDY by Tennessee Williams, New Directions. 

More short stories by Mr. Williams, with the same limited appeal. Only a small edition 


has been printed at this time. 

CAT ON A HOT TIN ROOF by Tennessee Williams, New Directions.................. 3.00 
In his explosive Pulitzer Prize play Mr. Williams explores a dying marriage in the 
light of a doubtful masculinity. Possibly his best play. 

THE DEER PARK by Norman Mailer, Putnam............-...::c00cccecsssseeceseceeeteeseeeeneeeneeese 4,00 
An outstanding new novel by the author of THE NAKED AND THE DEAD. 

FEMALE HOMOSEXUALITY by Frank S. Caprio, Citadel 
The most thorough work on lesbianism which has yet been published. 


GAME OF FOOLS by James Barr Fugate, ONE Inc.........2..-220.2-00-00-- CbsasGbaet vac - 3,95 
A forceful new play by the author of the very popular QUATREFOIL and DERRICKS. 


THE HOMOSEXUALS ed. by A. M. Krich, Citadel Fit ; ... 4.00 
A “rummage sale” collection, with some old materials, now badly shopworn; mostly 
oddities, so cracked and chipped nobody wanted them. Well worth reading — for laughs, 


ALL THE SEXES by George W. Henry, Rinehart 5 3 bad wrod. 
The sage of Cayuga dishes up some of his oldest (and moldiest) platitudes, newly spiced 
with the language of bebop and trade. O science, what crimes are committed in thy name! 
Then again, you might be just perverse enough to enjoy this unique serving. 


THE OTHER MAN by Donald J. West, Morrow ‘ a - 4.00 
A study of the Social, Legal, and Clinical Aspects of Homosexuality. 


Remittance must accompany all orders. Add 20 cents for shipping costs, tax 
in California. Address ONE Inc., Book Dept., 232 So. Hill Street, Los Angeles 12, 


California. 
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EDITORIAL 


A friend in London sent us a copy of Homosexuality by Donald J. West 
which was published in the U.S. under the title The Other Man and which 
we reviewed last month. 

In his book Dr. West refers to One which he says ‘'circulates among 
American homosexuals and rather pathetically addresses itself to clergy- 
men and others begging for sympathetic understanding and deploring 
the condemnation of homosexuals by organized religion.” 

We have news for Dr. West on two counts. First, One is widely read 
outside of America. It has friends in England, India, and Australia who 
subscribe. We also know that it is read all over Europe. 

Second, anyone who takes time to go through his copies of One will be 
unable to find any article which “pathetically addresses'’ anyone, much 
less clergymen. On the contrary, One’s June 1954 issue (Religion and the 
Homosexual) seemed pretty rough on the Church. 

Either Dr. West has never seen the magazine, or else has let slip a 
careless generalization unbecoming a scientist. And in other respects it is 
hard to understand how a man who writes as sensibly as Dr. West can 
should so readily go off the scientific “gold standard’’ at times. Perhaps 
scientists suffer from some strange malady endemic to their caste. It may 
be we ask too much in expecting scientists to absorb mountains of literature 
and layers of traditions and yet become infected by none of the virus. An 
interesting thought: Do those who elect to become professional scientists 
suffer from specific psychological deficiencies? A study should be done on 
this sometime. 

Whatever may be “the cause and cure of professionalism,’’ when are 
we to find someone who can observe men and women with simple objec- 
tivity? We become so very weary of these old, old patterns, the ‘immaturity- 
parental-inhibition’ hypotheses, inherited (let them protest as they may) 
from Freud. It would be all right if there were facts to support the hypoth- 
eses. But are there? 

Listen to Dr. West: “The completely homosexual man, one who is 
repelled rather than attracted by feminine charms, really suffers from an 
abnormal inhibition.’ Elsewhere, ‘Real abnormality is in question when 
homo-eroticism predominates and the individual cannot enjoy relations 
with the opposite sex.’ Later he says, ‘However one tries to smooth the 
path of normal development, so that more and more can attain full stature, 
a few will always run into difficulties and find solace in this half-way 
adjustment.’ Then he speaks of, “the compulsive homosexuality that comes 
from inhibitions about the opposite sex,'’ and, “the class of the true homo- 
sexual, consisting of all those who fell into deviant habits as a result of 
anxieties and hindrances in the course of heterosexual development.” 

Speaking of homosexual love he says, “To the analyst such love is 
neither unnatural nor incomprehensible but simply immature.'’ Of homo- 
sexuals themselves, “The most important trait, certainly the most notice- 
able to a psychiatrist, is the pronounced sense of guilt and shame.’ Of the 
root of the matter, ‘The point stands out above all others—the unusual 
attachment to mother.”’ 





Now, now Dr. West. How you do run on! Notice certain key phases 
of his: “abnormal inhibition’; ‘relations with the opposite sex'’; ‘deviant 
habits"; “normal development’; ‘full stature’; “half-way adjustment’; 
“attachment to mother"; “guilt and shame”; “simply immature.” 

Obviously, to Dr. West, relations with the opposite sex are normal, all 
human development inevitably striving to attain this pinnacle of achieve- 
ment. If this be true, then of course all else falls short of ‘‘full stature .. . 
normal development,” and, “is a half-way status . . . simply immature.” 
Naturally. 

Cannot a single one of these dear, studious people imagine, just for 
the sake of hypothesis, that possibly there is nothing whatever normal 
about “relations with the opposite sex"? That this unhappy practice has 
mainly succeeded in populating the streets and highways with throngs of 
miserable entities, plagued by problems and delinquencies, unwanted by 
anyone—even by themselves? Cannot they for a moment suspend their 
blind stumblings through the mazes and, like their own white rats, try 
something new? 

In vain one asks: From what tablets of stone, what Siniatic summit have 
been handed down to us these Commandments of Heterosexual Union? 
Are they indeed divinely ordained by the Very Most High of Biology? Or 
are we finding ourselves formerly whip-lashed by organized Religion and 
today, instead, by organized Science? 

Suppose (shocking thought!) that some scientist might one day sit down 
before himself and say (somewhat like Descartes), | find in the universe 
myself. | also find others, both men and women. Some of these are given 
in marriage. Some are not. These facts, and their effects | shall faithfully 
report. Never may | indulge the slightest side glance at entelechy, on pain 
of instant scientific expulsion. 

How refreshing this might be! But shall we ever see this happen? We 
wonder, but remain, as ever, hopeful . . . 

Robert Gregory 


WE WALK ALONE Ann Aldrich 
Gold Medal Books, Fawcett 


| have read Ann Aldrich's book, We Walk Alone (Through Lesbos’ Lonely 
Groves) . . . (oh, the pity and waste of it all, sob!!) . . . twice now, and the 
best | can say is, “Well, it was interesting, it did have some good points.” 

Actually, the woman defeats me. | do not wish to destroy for anyone 
such value as this confused book may have .. . but | wonder just how 
much value the book really does have and what good it will do for us in 
the eyes of the heterosexuals? 

| can but pity Ann Aldrich if she really is a lesbian and has such an 
attitude toward her own homosexuality as the damning one she expresses 
in the book. She pleads for understanding of us .. . yet paints such a pic- 
ture as to leave only room for pity and/or scorn in the minds of hetero- 
sexuals. 

She is indeed a ‘‘reporter’’ . . . with a good eye. | have no quarrel 
with her picturing the worst and most demented of us. These exist; but, 
in a book of this type, purportedly written by “‘one of our own,” we have 
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a right to expect a balanced picture of lesbians. Nowhere do | find a 
picture of relatively well-adjusted lesbians, who live together quietly and 
creatively, don't date men, go to their jobs, pay their taxes and otherwise 
live like any other normal pair of happily married people. THESE PEOPLE 
DO EXIST...and... if Aldrich had been a lesbian for 15 years like she 
says, she would have found them . . . unless she had lived all these 15 
years in the society of the bar habitues. The book would lead us to think 
otherwise, that Miss Aldrich's morals and mind were much too fine for this. 

What about her own loves and experiences . . .? One would think 
that the ‘subjective insider’’ would be more ‘‘subjective’’ about his own 
experiences and less ‘objective reporter'’ of obvious types to be found in 
bars and mixed parties where anyone is free to observe and draw his own 
conclusions. Miss Aldrich gives us nothing of her childhood and parental 
relationships except to paint a horrifying picture of the all-female boarding 
school which she supposedly attended. We can but assume that it was the 
boarding school which did her in... in her estimation. She gives us nothing 
of any adult loves which she may have had. She apparently does not feel 
that any homosexual is capable of a mature love for one of his own sex... 
but is an immature being, trapped in the mirror of his past and fleeing from 
one infantile love object to the next. This may be true of many of us. It is 
also true of many heterosexuals. 

Miss Aldrich's position on homosexuality is no different from that of 
most of the ‘‘enlightened heterosexuals’’ | have ever known .. . and not 
as good as some of them. ‘Homosexuality is a sickness .. .'’ she tells us 
in the chapter, ‘A Word to Parents,’’ (which was excellent except for this). 
That's good to hear from one who should know better . . . from one who 
speaks, presumably, for all of us. If she considers herself to be sick, she 
should not speak for all of us, but for herself alone. The statement is not 
qualified anywhere to say that homosexuality may be a symptom of mental 
illness, but is not necessarily. If she feels that homosexuality is a sickness, 
why then hasn't she gotten ‘cured’ of it long ago? ‘A lesbian can be 
cured .. ."' She tells us in the chapter on this matter, “. . . many of them 
have been."’ What's holding her back then? Dark mysteries. She doesn't 
explain, so we can figure out our own answers. 

| think Ann Aldrich is sincere in thinking that she is helping us, but 
| don't think that she knows what she is talking about. You cannot write 
about something you have not experienced. She doesn't try . . . instead 
she gives the ‘‘professional outsiders’ opinions which she said that she was 
going to supplement. Fortunately for us some of the “‘outsiders'’ opinions 
aren't too bad: for example there are Dr. Helen Deutsch and Dr. Clara 
Thompson's opinions on how to help “incurable lesbians,’ and that is to 
get them to accept themselves! 

Read the book. It is fuel for many fireside discussions, and, if nothing 
else, one of the best collections of ‘professional’ opinion you'll ever find. 

Sten Russell 


WATCH FOR ANNOUNCEMENT OF THE NEXT BOOK 


&- TO BE PUBLISHED BY ONE <q 





NICHOLAS STRUWE 
a Novel 


This book appears to have two “heroes."’ In reality, they are one in the 
same adolescent. 

Like the painter who was asked, ‘‘Where is the tree you did this picture 
of?" and who, without turning, indicated an oak which stood behind him, we 
have sought to condense into a single volume a certain poetic realism: the 
adolescence of the homophile. To this end, we have taken the liberty of folding 
lineal time in two like a slip of paper and of superimposing the edge above 
upon the one beneath, yielding, at two different ages, the two appearances of 
the same youth. Nicholas Struwe is Jean Lorenz at the age of seventeen. Similarly, 
Lorenz is Struwe when he was 14-15. 

We have given an ancestry, a religion, differing social conditions to the 
pair in order to illustrate that, despite these separations, they had between them 
a Common Ground of sufficient importance, and that this Common Ground—l 
mean to say homosexuality—superceded for them Country, Religion, Society. 

This work derives not to shock or offend, but to inform and to urge accept- 
ance of the homosexual nature not as a ‘‘vice"’ or ‘‘depravation,"’ but as one of 
the rares manieres permitted the man of percept and concept. 

Lucien Farre 


Here is an extract from the novel of Lucien Farre: 


‘. .. If the presence of Struwe was for me that of God Himself, the very 
atmosphere of the pool bent to the spell of his singular bewitchment. 

By common accord and for imprecise reasons, we had determined to change 
locations; after having examined the Lutetia pool, that at the gateway to Ordeans, 
the one on Rue Pontoise and several others, we settled upon Ledru-Rollin. 

Not that it was any cleaner than the others, to the contrary. That it was 
nearest explained nothing. Perhaps because it seemed the warmest of them, 
that the design was vaguely Romanesque, the springboards better; perhaps 
because the dressing-rooms were hidden away, or the disposition of the shower- 
baths agreeable. Be that as it may, we recognized it as ours. 

| do not know if Struwe received the same impressions as |, and at that 
period | did not dare ask him. 

Swimming had become for me a sacred phenomenon, infinitely more im- 
portant than Communion, and | underwent an extraordinary exaltation at swim- 
ming in the same water with my comrade. 

If | were forced to put into words the impalpable web of my sentiments they 
would be, | believe, the following thoughts, unconscious, fluid . . . which de- 
termined the nature and intensity of my emotion: ‘‘We take leave of our ordinary 
clothing . . . such as the priest dons his sacramental robe . . . we don our 
nudity. The waters unite us . . . and in the same function . . . we undergo 
Communion.” 

Thus | washed along in ardor, driven not by the desire to cleanse and shine 
myself, but because it was the only means at my disposal to love Struwe. 

The more about him, the more | felt the curious sensation of being near 
something inaccessible, that all my efforts were to be in vain; that never would 
that toward which | strained be achieved. And to rotate these thoughts, like some 
rock of Sisyphus, plunged me into a most complete discouragement. Then, 
| imagined that | was for him only one thing, a toy, a plaything, something with 
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THE FEMININE 
VIEWPOINT 


by and about women 


REMEMBERED MUSIC 


Carol Tylir 


You went on playing the '!Appassionata"', 


You commanded the black and white keys and they 
responded obediently, 


Another century became now, 
The night became noon, 


You and I were more ourselves and less ourselves. 


t 
ff 
/ 


/ / 
—_ 


With what note would the music end? 


2%: 
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JONATHAN'S AMENT 


& 
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How nobly stands he with my father there. 
So slenderly, so stalwartly, his hair 
A blazing fire about his face. His grace, 
His saintly brow. How can I bear 
To lose him? How can I let him go? 
O David . . . this is the day when thou 
Canst prove the covenant we shared! 
How clear 
His eyes are as he goes to Saul, to hear 
The benedictions from his lips! 
He truly sips 
God’s nectar. All that I am or could be 
Is for David . . . all! The King 
Has raised his arms for silence. . . 
Thus his words: 


“David,” Saul begins, “From herds 
Of oxen in thy father’s fields, thou came, 
And victors made of men whose shields 
Grew rusted for the want of fight. 
Thy Right 
And goodness has transfigured them. Now might 
They stand on Israel's plain. The slain 
And captured Philistines are glorious proof!” 


Why speaks he so, when well I know 
The angry, jealous tumult in his breast? 
No rest is David's lot while Saul yet breathes. 
Those wreaths of laurel are a false reward. 
The sword 
Of Saul is ever over David's head. O, better dead 
I'd be than love one unattainable as he. 
If glory does not claim him, then will Death. 
His breath 
Will fall no more upon my face as that one night. 
Why might I not have died before the light 
Of morning came! His name is coupled ever 
With my fate .. . It is too late... 
My heart is gone and cannot be retrieved. 
My soul has claimed its one and only mate, 
Its only love . . . O David, David, David! 


JODY SHOTWELL 





LETTERS 


Dear Everyone: 

Up till now, I've put off commenting on the 
art work in ONE, but the more | see of it, 
the better | appreciate it. The illustrations by 
EVE ELLOREE (and her covers) create more 
depth and show more sensitiveness with a 
few simple lines than any big, full color 
illustration in a ‘slick’ magazine. Whatever 
you do, don't lose her! 

The letter from Mr. F. of N.Y.C. in the 
August issue rather scorched me. He says he's 
been waiting for results from his past sub- 
scriptions, and | say, well, who isn't? He 
seems to forget there wouldn't be anything to 
subscribe to in the first place if it weren't for 
all your gratis work. He readily admits he 
could send you $10 to help get results from 
his subscriptions, but he won't because you've 
“missed the boat." Admittedly, ONE isn't 
the “ocean-liner” (48 pages) it was a few 
issues back, but even if it should ever become 
as humble as a small “raft (a circular or 
something), well, anyway, he should ke darn 
thankful for anything that's printed in his 
causel 

MISS L. 
HUDSON, N. H. 


Dear Publishers: 

1 am enclosing a check for a subscription. 
A gift to a friend of mine. The balance of the 
check is a small gift to. ONE. Will sirive to 
do more in the future. Sorry | can't personally 
relieve you of all financial difficulties. Noth- 
ing would please me more. Don't know why 
anyone bothers to criticize. Whether | like 
everything in your magazine is not important. 
You're speaking for me in a way | could 
never accomplish and | am deeply grateful 
After all, if everyone agreed there would be 
no need for such as ONE. | used to think 
how wonderful it would be to be recognized 
and respected like other people but never 
dreamed | would live to see that day, Thanks 
to ONE | think perhaps it is possible. 

MR. A. 
ST. LOUIS, MISSOURI 


The views expressed here are 
those of the writers. ONE’s readers 
cover a wide range of geograph- 
ical, economic, age, and educa- 
tional status. This department aims 
to express this diversity. 


Dear ONE: 

1 want to direct my praise of your staff 
and contributors, especially towards EVE 
ELLOREE who must be responsible for the 
“always good" art in ONE, and towards JODY 
SHOTWELL, whose stories are superb. They 
really send me! 

; MISS A. 
LAWRENCE, KANSAS 


Gentlemen: 

Enclosed is a money order covering two 
subscriptions . . . | spent this summer touring 
northern Europe by bicycle with an Amer- 
ican Youth Hostels group, Because of my short 
stay in each city and impossibility of tele- 
Phoning a post office box, | missed the 
groups in Brussels and Amsterdam, and the 
man in Paris was away at the time | was 
there. | did reach a gentleman in Hamburg 
but it was a brief visit for | was there over- 
night only, However, | had time to write ahead 
to Copenhagen, Stockholm and Oslo, There 
was no reply in Copenhagen, apparently the 
mails were slower than | expected . . . Copen- 
hagen is so fascinating in every way. 

On my arrival in Stockholm | was con- 
tacted and taken to visit some of the mem- 
bers of the organization there, They were ex- 
tremely friendly and hospitable in every way, 
and | so enjoyed my three days in their 
beautiful city that | am eager to return, As 
we parted they gave me some money and 
asked me to see that they receive a sub- 
scription to ONE. It's a small return for their 
kindness; that's why | am especially anxious 
that there be no errors. 

Again in Oslo | had a wonderful recep- 
tion! There | met only three of the grcup but 
| was most cordially treated and made last- 
ing friends. They gave me a pin used by 
their organization and spoke hopefully of 
having the symbol! adopted by oihers and the 
ICSE, Both groups told me that very few 
foreigners bother to go out of their way to 
visit them—perhaps this is why they were so 
genuinely glad to see me. | will never for- 
get the wonderful people | met everywhere 
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in Scandinavia! 

Some of the groups | wished to meet | 
found no longer exist; Ganymedes Samfun- 
det and the Internationalt Forbund for Sexual 
lighed in Copenhagen; the I.F.O, in Bre- 
men and the organization in Frankfurt am 
Main; the Friends-Club in Gothenburg, Swe- 
den. Someone’ also mentioned that “HELLAS” 
is no longer published but of this | am not 
completely sure, 

MISS B. 
PHILADELPHIA, PENNA. 


Gentlemen: 

It may be my imagination but the corres- 
pondence in your ‘‘Letters’’ seem more deter- 
mined and sincere when from ihe females. 
Anyhow, the dollar a week plan seems most 
practical—and | shall try to do the same. 
Thanks to Miss D, and bouque's to you for 
your wonderful efforts. 

MR. D. 
SAN FRANCISCO, CALIF. 


EDITOR'S NOTE. We, the publishers of ONE, 
also thank Miss D. for starting the ‘‘dollar-a- 
week"’ plan, and our deep appreciation goes 
fo the subscribers who have written stating 
that they have adopted her plan 


Dear Sirs: 

ONE has been ‘“‘sober’’ for many many 
months now—which is wise and good, and 
I'm not complaining about sobriety. But isn't 
it time to give us a little lightness again 
in the supplement of “‘GAY."' The issues in 
which “GAY" appeared were well balanced 
in intelligence and humor and I'd like to 
see such an issue repeated. Lately I've read 
ONE and felt quite thoughtful and serious, 
then read your sister publication Mattachine 
Review and felt downright down-in-the- 
mouth with NO feeling of even hope. There's 
nothing so healthy as a good laugh and 
@ laugh at one’s self is even more beneficial, 
Life demands crusaders and tears, but the 
sane ‘‘normal"’ life also demands comedians 
and laughter. Don't cheat us in either direc- 
tion. (The Wall Street Journal carries jokes!) 

MR. A. 
LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 


Dear Sirs: 

First | shall ask you to excuse the awful 
English you have to unriddle in this crazy 
letter. Second | wish to make you sure that 
this is the very first time in my life that | 
write to the editors of a journal or any public 
organization. 

From a friend | did receive some copies 
of ONE although | never have been very 
interested in literature of this kind. | have 
seen a lot of it, disgusting enough, but this 
time | feel | should tell you that | am very 
fond of ONE, | have the impression of a 
clever and clean and clear attitude of the mem- 
bers of your staff. | like the fresh air in 
ONE instead of the langourous passivity, the 
sentimentality and stealthy greediness of the 
European Journals of this kind with sad 
fotos of sad types. 

It is my opinion that most of the European 
reviews perhaps give some pleasure to peo- 
ple who do like this kind of pleasure but 
that they will serve just as another pretext 
to people who do not feel as we do and 
who think that all of us are moral imbeciles. 
The same way clean minded people find 
reviews of too much sexiness in the other 
way disgusting too. 

Your way will be the only way to con- 
vince opponents, at least the better part of 
them, so | believe. If you are sentimental 
please be it always with a little irony. Do 
not take things as serious as we do in 
Europe. Intelligence never has been a mis- 
take. Do not try to convince other people 
only by arguments, try to gain their tolera- 
tion with sincerity plus a little humor. Argu- 
ments are cheap and nobody will be con- 
vinced the cheap way. 

The fresh wind from your big country 
should clear the misty sky of our European 
atmosphere, So | hope and for this | want 
to thank you. 

MR. C. 
WESTERN GERMANY 


Dear Editors and Publishers: 

Thank those who are responsible for being 
brave enough to hold the light that others 
may not be left in the dark. 

MR. E. 
SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA 





The staff of ONE, Inc., wishes to express its 
deep appreciation for the many many Christmas 


gifts, both monetary and otherwise, 
this past holiday season. 
be remembered by our many friends 


much. 


OU 


received 
We feel honored to 
Thanks so 





AN ATTRACTIVE GIFT BOOK 
FN 


GAME OF FOOLS 
BY JAMES BARR 


The first edition of this startling play has raised a storm of comment. Some 
have been shocked; others, deeply stirred. A fearless, hard-hitting drama — 
four young homosexuals brought into violent conflict with the moral conven- 
tions of their community — how they faced obstacles and powerful pressures. 
Told with James Barr's rare ability for making you see and know his 


characters. 


In his brilliant introduction, Mr, Barr writes: 

“To the homosexual, everything seems to change except the public's abiding 
scorn for homosexuality. Who keeps the fires banked and blazing? Anyone 
who examines the beliefs of any conservative church, and acknowledges 
religion as the custodian of our moral attitudes, usually seeks no further 


for his first answer." 


Nl 0 W $ 4 4 0 add 4% tax, in Los Angeles; 3% elsewhere in Calif. 


PRICES CHANGED 


For the past two years or so scarce copies of ONE have been priced at $1.00. This 
discouraged the casual buyer and kept these issues available for those wishing to com- 
plete their volumes of the magazine. Limited storage space now makes it necessary to 
clear these out and make room for current issues. 


NEW PRICES FOR ALL COPIES STILL IN STOCK ARE: 
@ 0.50 each—January, February, May, June, August-December, inclusive 
@ 0.50 each—January, March 
@ 0.25 each—April, May, June, July, October, November, December 
@ 0.50—February 
@ 0.25 each—January, March, April, May, June, July, August-December, inclusive 
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FROM MEXICO 


for those whe belong together | 





Solid copper picture frames. 

Exquisite craftsmanship, brilliantly 
polished. 

Colored felt backs, clear plastic 
faces. 


Non-breakable, last a lifetime for 
treasured photos. 


Twin Hearts 
3%4"'x 2V4"" overall 
ee 


Double Rectangle 
Hinged—4 V/, "'x 23," overall 
4.98 


Imported to order: 
Allow minimum of three weeks. 


Sorry, no C.O.D.’s; send money 
order. 


Money-back guarantee, ten days. 


BOX R, One, Incorporated, 232 S. Hill St., Los Angeles 12, Calif. 
(Make checks or money orders payable to One, Incorporated. In 
California only, add 3% sales tax; in Los Angeles, 4%.) 


Buying through ONE is a very real way to help your magazine! 
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